At the center of the conspiracy in Foucault's Pendulum is a short cryptic text brought to the attention of the young editors, Belpo and Casaubon, by a mysterious Colonel Ardenti. It holds the secret of the Templars in code, he says. Years later, Belpo, Casaubon, and their kabbalistic colleague, Diatallevi, will invent a elaborate parody conspiracy, "The Plan," based on their interpretation of Ardenti's text. Later, Casaubon's lover, Lia, will research and offer her own interpretation of the text. Far from a cryptic statement of the Templar's plan, she finds it a merchant's miscellaneous delivery list.
So here we have it-either the secret plan of the Templars or a common list. A devotee of the occult might reject the commonplace interpretation out of hand as too mundane. A skeptic might accept it equally readily, for the skeptic is guided by what Eco calls "economy." Presented with a text, a "sane" interpreter searches for the context that provides for the easiest or most efficient interpretation. In most cases, economy will favor the mundane interpretation, which appears to require the least belief. The occult interpretation, however, is often more appealing psychologically, satisfying a craving for a fullness or even an excess of meaning in the world. For some, the occult may also be more economical, because excess meaning may be easier to believe than deficient meaning. in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 19, Iss. 2 [1995] Conspiracy theorizing is marked by radical fluctuations between doubt and belief. Plausible explanations, like "Oswald shot Kennedy," are undermined by those inevitable inconsistencies and gaps that bedevil certainty. But instead of treating them as such, which would involve accepting the most probable, rather than the certain, conclusion, the conspiracist regards inconsistencies as automatically invalidating the explanation. Once invalidated, another explanation, usually on higher or more designed grounds, must be sought. This process ultimately proves self-undermining, and through it irony, history, and consensus-the ways we find to make do with uncertainty-go by the boards.
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In spite of this use of doubt, the conspiracist is no skeptic; rather, doubt serves as the pretext for a leap of faith. (Rorty 89) . But let me go ahead with this 6 Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 19, Iss. 2 [1995] we must show we suffer the disease before being allowed access to the cure.5 (It turns out that the disease-addiction to the conspiracy-is much more interesting than the cure anyway.)
The files themselves are hyperbolic musings and overheated allegories. With Belpo, irony has been a guard, and Casaubon opens the files expecting that Belpo has kept his up: "In Abulafia's files I found many pages of a pseudo diary that Belpo had entrusted to the password, confident that he was not betraying his often-repeated vow to remain a mere spectator ofthe world." But betray it he has. This time, irony has only served as the pretext for involvement, not the means of disengagement.
Aglie is also brought into the scheme through his irony: "He's certainly erudite," says Casaubon, "he takes these things fairly seriously, but with elegance, even irony, I'd say" (231 As irony loses its vigor, as it becomes merely an etiquette (and silent), the shape of believing is lost. The conspirators are neither inside nor outside the conspiracy, they neither parody nor contribute to it, for they've lost the sense of not-conspiracy. They, themselves, become part of the text of conspiracy. Like the spies in an older story, "they infiltrate the secret service of the enemy, they develop the habit of thinking like the enemy, and if they survive, it's because they've succeeded. And before long, predictably, they go over to the other side, because it has become theirs" (386). Literature, Vol. 19, Iss. 2 [1995] surrender to it. Yes, I caught myself marveling over the fact that the height of the Great Pyramid really was one-billionth of the distance between the earth and the sun, and that you really could draw striking parallels between Celtic and Amerind mythologies. And I began to question everything around me: the houses, the shop signs, the clouds in the sky, and the engravings in the library, asking them to tell me not their superficial story but another, deeper story, which they surely were hiding-but finally would reveal thanks to the principle of mystic resemblances. (300) The parallel drawn suggests that for the European intellectual, the diabolical, though intellectualized in tangled conspiracies, stirs something in the blood. Its dances are not to the beat of drums, but to numbers and resemblances.
However, in the central section of the novel, there arises a powerful argument for the body, which comes again from Lia. Her interpretation of Ardenti's script is actually the second of her skeptical responses to the Plan. The first is her recasting of the body, the forces and tools of procreation and digestion, as a parody of numerological design, and at the end of this passage-which is the one verbal tour de force of the novel-she casually announces that she is pregnant.
The world of the body is the world of the contingent, its resemblances and attractors those of genetics and environment. Casaubon and Lia nickname their son "the Thing," making obvious a contrast between him, the representative of the substantial world, and the Plan, another child, but of the insubstantial world of the Diabolicals. Like the Templars in the Plan, Casaubon has missed his appointment, missed the birth. While he was lost in his numerological reveries, Lia "had to count all by [herself] ." But still there is the Thing, and "I, too, had made him, and not with chunks of dead bodies or arsenic soap. He was whole, all his fingers and toes were in the right place" (371).
At the end ofthe novel, it is again images of physicality joined with contingency that are pitted-quite literally-against the Plan: a ripe peach, whose pit comes out "almost whole, as clean as if it had been 10 Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 19, Iss. 2 [1995] advance a thesis, he would have written an essay (like so many others he has written). If he has written a novel, it is because he has discovered, upon reaching maturity, that those things which we cannot theorize about, we must narrate" (Collini 8). Such deference, which seems normal enough in the present climate, seems odd coming from one interested in limits of interpretation and interpretative communities. Later, in discussions of offbeat interpretations of Foucault's Pendulum, Eco seems confused-though charmingly so-about what authority of interpretation he retains over the text, and I suspect that one reason for Eco's fondness for the arcane as subject matter is that it allows him a certain authority over his own material due to his scholarly expertise-an authority he would not be necessarily granted on the basis of authorship alone.
